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From the Editor 


Thanks to you our first publication of Ex Umbra is a big 
SUCCESS. 


You have shown the true “ Spirit of the N.C.C.U. Eagle”: 
the spirit that we need to keep our university family 
together—so together, that we are incomparable. You're 
everything a Mighty Eagle needs to be. Fly high because we 
are the best. 


You're beautiful. 


Darryl E. Hylton 
Editor-in-Chief 


Literary Magazine 
Fall, October 1981 


This publication neither practices nor condones discrimination in any 
form, against students, employees, subscribers, advertisers, or applicants on 
the basis of race, color, national origin, religion, sex, age, or handicaps. 
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BLACKMAN 
A. Whitney Tinnin 


You are not the black minority but the chosen few 
Blackman the whole world is watching you 
Blackman, BLACKMAN what will you do 

The system is out to destroy you 

Use to be they would throw you some crumbs 
But times are so hard now that is no longer done 
Blackman this is not fake 

What you get from now on you have to take 
The ignorance of violence will never win 

I’m talking about destroying this monster from within 
Blackman not just part 

Go straight and destroy its wretched heart 

Don’t let it all go up in smoke 

Blackman save yoursell before you choke 

You who have survived the abomination of slavery 
Go forth now in a spirit of bravery 

Blackman I must ask you 

WHAT WILL YOU DO 

The whole WORLD is watching you 

Wherever you go and whatever you do 

Remember these words I have shared with you 
You are not the black minority 

But God’s own chosen few 


College 


Shut the door. 
Take a zip break. . . 


Lie down. . . 


Big texts 
little texts 
LAB manuals 
handbooks 
lined paper 
pens 
blue 
black 
pencils 
sharpened 
unsharpened 
erasers 
paragraphs 
compositions 
critiques 
synopsis 
quizes 
tests 
instructors 
professors 


all fall on your head 
from somewhere above 
the room swallows you 


you suffocate. . . 
and never wake up 


from that zip break. 


allbecauseofthatdamncollegepressure. 
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You Can Talk to God 
Vivian M. Taylor 


What do you do when you’re having problems 
And no one seems to understand? 

Does it make you feel worse 

When no one lends a helping hand? 


You tried talking to friends and relatives 
And even they didn’t have time for you. 
Did you ever consider that they 
Could be having problems too? 


All you know is that 

In your life, everything is wrong. 
And you really need something 
To keep you going strong. 


Maybe a good nights sleep 

Will make everything o.k. 

But you awake only to find 

The very same problems you had yesterday. 


You’re about to get to the 
End of your rope. 

No one to talk to, no answers, 
Therefore, no hope. 


If you simply fall on your knees and say, 
‘‘Oh God, I need you. Please help me.’’ 
The answers to your problems 

You will soon see. 


God will listen 

When no one else will. 
Only He has the power 

To help you climb that hill. 


So when your life seems to be 
Falling apart, 

Stop and pray! ! 

YOU CAN TALK TO GOD!! 
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I was reminded of you 
Arizona Jones 


A hawk flew over my head today 
And as | watched it in flight I was 
Reminded of you 


For you, like the hawk which flies wild 
And untouched by the world, are so 
Very free in spirit 


It’s grace and beauty has captured 
My soul for a short time as you did 
The first time I saw you 


So loving and carefree you set my 
Soul to fight 

Your eyes glowed as the finest pearls 
Of the virgin seas 

Your smile more refreshing than a 
Drink of water on a hot day 

As | touch you your skin feels 

As soft as a rose petal 

Your voice is that of a song which my 
Heart longs to hear and I long to embrace 
You-for you are all that I need 


If ever in doubt I will look to my 
side and feel your warmth 


Again I am in flight 
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Daddy 
Shelia Smith 


Daddy, I know I’ve given you hell, 
but . . . you’ve got to understand. 
You went away to war, 

I was still young... ., 

didn’t know any better. . ., 

A part of me went with you. 

Everywhere you go, I go. 

Daddy, I know I’ve given you hell, 
but . . . you’ve got to understand. 
All through grade school, 
you helped me the most . . . Ma 
was there too . . . but I always 
felt closer to you. 

Now, I’ve gone away from home 

and | realy miss you. 

Daddy, I miss the talking, 

the laughing, seeing you lay on 

the couch watching television, 

hating to see you get sick. 

I miss it all Daddy, and you 

know what? 

It won’t ever be the same 
anymore. 

I won’t be back to live any 

more, only on the holidays... . 

Daddy, don’t ever leave me, 

and never go away. 

I'll always need you... . I'll 
always love you. . . and Ill 


always be your baby girl. 
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Uncle Samm’s Blues 


Leslie S. Hill 


Join the people, 

the few, 

the proud, 

the Black men 

who attempt to escape America’s plutocracy 
by signing their life over for 3 years 

to a place where a bed comes free 

and so does the honorable? 


We all look alike there 

bloody red 

white 

and blue. 

But the cash is good! 

‘‘T can learn a trade.’’ 

There’s a chance fo’ ed’jacation 
so the tall, 

white, 

bearded man says. 


When WWIII comes in ’84 
and the Black man lays consumed in pain 
on the front lines by bullets from. . . 
they will say he died for his country 
AMERICA 
like the ones before him, in Nam. 
Experience? 

. . we give it, 
.. . you live it. 


Diets: Starting Tomorrow 


Diets are fun 

You eat what you like, 
You start today 
Tomorrow you stop! 


One quarter-pounder, 
Small order of fries, 
Medium Coke 

Got to have an Apple Pie! 


No big problem 
Exercise class tonight 
Jogging in place 
And five sit-ups! 


Two weeks later 

Same Special-K pinch, 

This time you’re serious 

You'll start that diet 
Tomorrow! 
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Lady Doctorate 


She worked her finger to the bone, 
Day and night she worked at home. 


Books were spread all around, 
Sometimes the house looked upside down. 


When her work had her down a bit, 
Rest if she must but never did she quit. 


She wrote and wrote all through the night, 
She’s the greatest-that Maggie Wright. 


No matter how busy my dear mom would be, 
She never neglected to see about me. 


Although I nagged her until no end, 
She got quite upset be we still remained friends. 


I’m proud of her you can plainly see, 
She means so very much to me. 


And maybe someday you can be as lucky as me, 


To have a mom with a P.H.D 
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Recipe for Love 
Sonya Johnson via Calvin Williams 


A little time from people 
Attention needed a lot 

And don’t you overlook my friend 
A little bit of heart 


A tablespoon of sharing, 

A teaspoon full of thought 

A recipe for love my friend 
Don’t need no spice or salt. 


All it takes is reasoning 
And also understanding 
No fussing or bad attitudes 
Especially demanding. 


To keep a good relationship 
The recipe for love 

If all directions followed right 
Brings blessings from above. 
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Guesswork 


You say nothing 
So I’m left 

to figure out 
What gear your 


mind is in. 


You do nothing 
In the way of 
expression. 
So I’m left 
to figure out 
What the back of 
your shirt 
is saying. 


I get fed up. 

So you’re left 
To figure out 

Why I’m gone. 
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Sunny Day 
Lynn Hancock 


Never seen a sunrise 
Never ran through wet grass 
Felt the moisture on my legs 


Never been content with a sunny day 
Never cried over a movie 
Never been happy in companion 


Never really happy 


I will depend on my own natural resources 
Will reap the profits of my own ingenuity 
Will learn to love myself 


The sun’s coming up, a brand new day 

The promise of a young woman’s fulfillment 
The chance to be happy 

Really happy in companion 

Saving my love for a sunny day 
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Love is 
Karen Maria Wright 


Love is you holding me tight, 
And love is you kissing me tonight. 


Love is seeing your smile 
And love is being with you for a while 


Love is seeing your face 
And love is knowing that no 
one can take your place. 


Love is you, and love is me 
That is the way it will always be. 


But if ever one day our love runs out, 
I’ll still be your friend without a doubt. 
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As You And Your 
FREDDIE 


As you enter any room that I’m in, 
your presence sends a cool sensation 
through my soul. 


As you walk across the floor and 
your eyes meet mine, I then conclude 
getting you for my own, my goal. 


As you part words from your sweet lips, 
your mouth | then visualize compressed 
to mine. 


As you leave any room that I’m in, 
a bf 
your body’s movement makes me say in 


mind, ‘‘Any Time.’’ 
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Silent Coming of Silent Winds 


Barr Keener 


Sentences? No. Gutteral remarks take 

My stage. My stage—feelings of the gut. 
Sentences? Paragraphs? Hell no. 
Whispering fans cool my heart. 

My stage. My heart. 

Loneliness in the setting sun. How sought 
For. How hated. Loneliness. 


‘‘Fear,’’ I say.‘‘What of,’’ they respond 
Causually. 
Death. Being a bum—how unloved. The bum. 
Even less, he is, not filling dreams sought 
but many but myself. 
Maybe myself. 
My dreams—farms, sails, writer— 
Like this poem—unstructed—just a 
Vision. Always a vision. 


My stage. My heart. My life. 
Guts—no more. 
Real living. I wonder? 
Who wouldn’t? 
Love?—in the moment. 
Contentedness?— in the sunset. 
In the solitude. 
In the loneliness. 
In her arms. 
The night. 
Sentences? No. Hell no.—Not yet at least. 
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My Rainbow 


When I think of all the colors that 
seem to flow, thoughts carry them to 
make my rainbow. 


Pour the colors into a pot oh so wide. 

Fill it with red, yellow, green, and blue. 

Don’t forget black, yeah I call that a color too. 
It’s one of the main sources where the others get 
their strength, black enough to stand the sun, yet 
shine with content. 

Mix again with life, sun and the moon. Make a 
joyful noise with your stirring spoon. 

Add more cheers, smiles, and a sky true blue. 


Last but not least, help others create their own 
rainbows too! 
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A Piece Of Living 
Kim D. Ellis 


Look into your heart, what do you see? 
A little person inside trying to grow. 
Look at this world, what do you see? 
Large rivers of worries as they flow. 
Voices all around telling you how to live 
Bankers, clerks, insurance companies telling 
you how much to give. 
Inflation pulling you down before you can take 
a step up. 
Learning from experiences day by day, 
everyone wanting you to fill their cup. 
Living in a cold world, can’t you understand! 
Wishing we could all live by our father’s plan. 
Feeling alone in this place you visit, 
wandering—when will it all come to an end. 
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Yesterday, Today, Tomorrow 


Yesterday you said you loved me 
you needed me 
you wanted me 
you’d never leave me. . . 


Today you said you love me even more 
you need me even more 
you want me even more 


you'd forever be by my side. . . 


Tomorrow I find that you’re a compulsive liar! 
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Watching You 
Tonya Rena’ Dalton 


I watched you carefully both day and night 

hoping someday, someway you would return my feelings 
I watched you smile 

I watched you cry 

hoping someday, someway | could share your feelings 

I] watched you run 

I watched you play 

hoping someday, someway you would rejoice with me 

I watched you walk 

and listened to the way you talked 

hoping only that you would talk intimately with me 

I watched you today and listened closley to the words you had to say 
You spoke so softly and so tenderly 

telling me you’ve been watching me. 
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Commitment: A Brief Fable 
E. T. Malone, Jr. 


A young genius of the radical poor was fighting one day with 
a young genius of progressive commerce in the Meadow of the World. 
It was in the afternoon of the day, in autumn, and wildflowers covered 
the ground. As they battled, another youth approached--a genius of the 
meadow. The third youth, gentle and learned, was pained to see the 
ferocity of their struggle. He had come to smell the flowers. 

He cried out to the young genius of the radical poor, ‘‘Let me 
teach you industry, so that you need not wage war.’’ 

But the radical replied, ‘‘I must fight or be slain. Join me! ”’ 


Then he cried out to the young genius of progressive commerce, 
‘‘Let me teach you compassion, so that you need not wage war.”’ 

But the progressive commerce replied,‘ ‘I must fight or be slained. 
Joinme!’’ 

The third youth despaired because, although he could see into the 
hearts of both, he was loath to cast his lot with either. He did not 
wish to oppress the poor tothe advantage of commerce, yet neither did he 
desire to undo the structure of the world into chaos. And so he stood 

aside from the conflict, wringing his hands. 


But when the young genius of the radical poor and the young genius 
of progressive commerce saw that he meant to give them no aid of the sort 
they demanded, they were enraged. They combined and slew him, then at 
once 
resumed their bloody conflict as the wildflowers watched mutely in the 
waning of the sun. 
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Missing Lover 


He kissed her neck 

as if he were madly in love with her 
She loved it, the touch of his beard on 
her neck made her feel special and 

so good 

He caressed her body softly, needing 
her closer 

He loved her for the moments and 
groaned for more love 

But there was darkness about them 
She didn’t know her pains 

He didn’t know her pains 

She pulled him closer needing to know 
if she loved him more 

Would her pains be so important? 
Would she think of him tomorrow 

and maybe dream a mellifluous 

dream, all exotic and down to earth, 
with his good smell about her and 

his strong arms reaching for her 

there was silence. The dream was over. 
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(A Suicide Note) 
Janice McKoy 


They told me... 
They told me that depression was a result of feeling 
sorry for myself, but they didn’t know I hated myself 


They told me to cry it all out. It would make 
me feel better, but they didn’t know that after 
a while the tears wouldn’t come 


They told me that it wasn’t healthy to live in 
the past, but they didn’t know that for me the 
present wasn’t worth living 


They told me that life was wonderful, but they 
didn’t know the joy I found in the prospect of 
death 


They told me the only way to receive love is to 
give, but they didn’t show me how 


They said that suicide was a cop out, but 
they didn’t know it was the only way out 
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They told me to reach for the sky, 
but they didn’t know all I could see was dirt 


They told me God would see me through, 
but they didn’t know I knew no God and he didn’t know me. 


They told me that things would look better tomorrow, 
but they didn’t know that yesterday, today and 


tomorrow were the same to me 


They told me to win I had to fight, 
but they didn’t know I was beaten 


They told me that time healed all wounds, 
but they didn’t know how slowly time passes 
when you’re lonely 


They told me they would be there if I needed 
them, but they left. 
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Leftovers 


Why is it 
when I reach out 
you are 
never tangible, 
never there? 
Am I wrong 
or do you no longer 


even care? 
My words 

could not begin to express 
the esctasy 

I receive with your caress; 
For you— 

many tears have gone 
undried 

and a man has said goodbye 
to pride; 

Yet, at heart 


my love still lingers on 
And though I don’t require much; 
if go you must, 
please leave 
your gentle touch. 
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Once I was a child 
Lynn Hancock 


Once I was a child 

playing dolls, 

tenderly brushing each one’s hair and then 
sitting them on the bed to watch them talk. 
I was included in their merry conversation. 
We'd talk and talk for hours and hours, 

all rosy cheeks, braided hair, and stiff dresses. 
Their smiles never faded. 

Mine did. 

Because in all our endless talking, 

(My dolls and I), 

we never talked about sickness and misery 

or tears and confusion— 

and death. 

Yet, their smiles never faded. 

Maybe they know something I’m too childish 
to understand. 


30 Ex Umbra 


Black 
Denise Middleton 


Black 
Total or nearly total absence; aflight. 
Very dark in color. 


Black 

Marked by the hostility, or gloomly, or calamitious. 
A curse. 

Thoroughly sinister or evil. 

Connected with or invoking the 

Supernatural and especially, the devil. 


Black 
Dark-skinned race. 
Negro. 


Afro-American 
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Who defined Black? 

Was it Webster? 

Was it the Superior Being? 
Or was it America?! 


Black 

An African 

Talented enough to invent the peanut; 

to design and build the White House; 

First open heart surgery performed successfully ; 
First to gain National Heavyweight 
Championship, three times; 

Invented the traffic light; 

Created an African braid called ‘‘cornroll’’. 


Black 
Black is Beautiful. 
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A Rose 
Brenda Baldwin 


All is within 
Layer over layer 
binety.... 


Slowly and gently 

It takes time 
Changing... . 
Leaves blooming out 
Open all up 
Outer... 


Love Begins. 
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It’s All About Love 
Brenda Baldwin 


It’s all about love 
The care of a parent 
The kindness of a friend 
The feelings between two people. 


It’s all about love 
The heavens above 
The forest and land 


The seas and oceans. 


It’s all about love 
A warm August day 
A cool winter night 
Sunrise and sunset. 


It’s all about love 
The people around you 
The uniqueness they possess 
Beautiful each one. 


It’s all about love 
The smiles you see 
The love you have 


The God above. 
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I saw you today 
Lynn Hancock 


I saw you today— 

a moment I had been anticipating, dreading for eons. 
Yet, when I saw you today, 

that feverish, fantastic feeling, 

that wild, warm, wonderful wonder 

was no longer there— 

just a fizzle, like a matchfire being put out 

by the drip of a faucet. 

Like the dimming of a lightbulb 


comes the sunset of our love. 


Whether the time apart deteriorated our bonds, 
Whether the time apart changed our views, 

I don’t know. 

All I know is that, surprisingly enough, 

the world, my world, doesn’t revolve aroundyou, 
like I thought once, 


nor does my total existence depend on a word from you, 


like I thought once. 


I loved your image yesterday and learned from the pain. 
I saw you today and am stronger for it. 
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Where are we going? 


Kim D. Ellis 


As | sit in my chair, 

I begin to stare. 

I see the sky, 

I see a star, 

I wonder where I will go and how far. 

Is there another world somewhere? 

I really want to know, does anyone care? 

I see people walking, staring, not knowing what to do. 

I really want to know where are we going, give me a clue! 

I smell the hatred above love in the air. 

No one wants to give, no one wants to share. 

I want to walk with my head held erect. 

I want to have the people’s respect. 

I see men walking tall. 

I wonder if they know where they are going, or if they will fall. 
I see women walking with their noses in the air. 

I wonder if they know where they are going, or do they really care. 
I continue to see the world still growing, 

But yet, I still wonder, where are we going? 
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Untitled 


Lost in a mellifluous dream 
somewhat melodic, yet reaching me 
soothing to the soul, yet reaching me 
Dreaming of you 

Remembering your touch and the 
goodness of it. 

I can’t forget the thoughts 

Nor shall I try 

This I thought was one of those 
‘‘Knocking on the door’’ romances 
You called and I was there 


You touched and I felt 


Lost in a mellifluous dream. 
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The Small Sprout (Atlanta) 


Taking a small sprout and plucking 

it from the land will cut off its growth 

and will gradually die. This is one way 

of stopping a crop which will one day cover 
the land and grow plentiful and strong. It 

can be easily done because the sprout has no 
resistance because it is individually incapable. 
Unite sprouts and grow forever because you can 
pluck one, but your seed will forever grow. 
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Alonzo W. Fuller 
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Someone to Care 
Janice McKoy 


I was so lonely 

No one was there 

I was always looking for 
Someone to care 


When my burden 
Seemed too much to bear 
My heavy load 

No one would share 


Before this life is over 
And I die as I must 
I hope I can find 


Someone to trust 


Someone I can talk to 
Someone to share 
And last but not least 
Someone to care 
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Midnight on the Mason Mill Curves 


Barr Keener 


Flash, splash and yellow 
yield sign 

Flash on the darkness 
of the yellow line 

head lamp blackness of tar 
and yellow yield sign. 
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Darker Brother 


Darker Brother 

Darker brother of mine 
smile so bright 

Skin so fine 


Darker Brother 
Dark King of soul 
Sweet music man 


Sing my song of gold 


Darker brother 

Dark man of woe 

Tell me a story 

Of the sorrow you know 


Darker Brother 
Dark fountain of love 
Flow into me 


Send me high above 


Darker Brother 

Dark brother of mine 
With your smile so bright 
And your skin so fine . . . 
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What is the Black Man? 
Michele N. Cox 


Tall, dark, handsome 

Pierre Cardin 

Calvin Klein 

sophisticated, suave , debonair 
Is the black man? 


Courageous, secure, dominant 
Mr. America 

Mr. Universe 

happy, sucessful, free 

Is the black man? 


Aggressive, commander, achiever 
President 

Mayor 

together, aware, perpetual 

Is the black man? 


What is the black man? 

Does anyone really know? 

Is he my father or even your father? 

Is he the old man sitting on the comer of 

42nd Street in Manhattan? 

Or is he the man accused of murdering his mother? 
What is the black man? 

Is he the man wearing black shoes with 

playboy bunnies on the side? 

Or is he the man with the Ph.D. in his hand? 


AG 


This is me 


Am I wrong for saying 
what I feel? 

Do I have to have a justified 
reason, for doing some of the 
things I do? 

Depression is only a state of mind, 
which causes some suicide and 
hospitalized. 

If I say something wrong, 
who are you to criticize and 
yet not know either. 

Life is among a variation . 

a variation among societies. 
Society is only a place 

where people gossip, condemn 
and come in. . 

You do right, you’ve still 
done wrong. 

Depression hits like a storm of 
thunder, rain and lightning. 

I don’t have to please 
you or agree with what you 
say . . . that’s the difference 
of variations . . . Can’t you see? 

The sun may shine on your 
side of town, yet clouds appear 
on my side. 

Everything is not the same everywhere. 

In your society . . . you live 
by the people, for the people 
and of the people. 

Whereas in my world of variations, 
I live for myself, 
of myself and by myself. 

So see, I’m different, 
whether you see it, they 
see it or anybody sees it. 

Am I wrong for being what 
I am? 
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Overestimation 


John D. Thomas 


I guess one can never know, 
in what direction love might choose to go 
(it could be the answer to your every call) 
Or make me wonder 
if | have any meaning in your life at all. 
At the time of our first kiss, 
I never knew it would come to this. 
Real love I thought I was sure to get, 
but my emotional pact could not be met. 
So as I examine our situation 
I am forced to ask, 
‘“Was it my overestimation? ”’ 

mistakes we’ve made 

as we all may do 

cannot erase how 

I feel for you 

the love I’ve had 

is without a measure 

one that I 

shall always treasure 
I know my love you won’t return 
but still in time I think you’ll learn 
how what might have been 

my overestimation 

was truly that of 

emotional sensation. 
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Magic 


You have been my light. 

In the darkest of night. 

You have made me well, 

When I was sick. 

You have been my lover 

When I thought I had no other. 
You have been my bridge 

To help me over troubled waters. 
And here’s a little word. 

And don’t forget 


You are simply ‘‘ magic.’’ 
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It’s ME! 
KUDEE 


Long, Smooth, Dark, Rainy Night 
As | kept sailing on my way 
Young people getting on my flight 
dancing in the memory of thoughts 
Thinking their heads are feeling tight 
Laughing to their feelings of Joy, feeling alright! 
Feeling that thoughts are coming to them freely 
They are really enjoying me! 
For so long the law thought that I was a pest 
Now you know that I’m around 
Many workers uproot me from the rich, soily, ground. 
Your mind getting deeper into the sound 
Trying to check out your mind 
Can cost you time. 
You feel me as I began to pull from your body 
You’re in a real state of curiousity. 
We're landing from this flight of fantasy 
I arrive at the american airport. 
Approaching the people waiting for me 
IT reply, ‘‘I’m Marijuana! It’s ME!’’ 
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Post Thanksgiving on a Dark Night 


Barr Keener 


There are no foregone conclusions in 
this state of madness. 

Demagogue rules the bloated, inflated 
mind of the TV-men and women. 
Across the restless sea a people 

cries are muffled, confused. For 
where do they come from and what 

do they aspire to or ask for? The 
wise man asks. Is it for help, is 

it for distance? The TV does not know. 
Could be for both the miser comments. 
His brother the family farmer of 
ancient lineage could be both repeats 
he. Yet Pioneer floats listlessly 

into the dark realm-realization of its 
isolation screams. 


The TV, the nation pondering its own 
perception into modernity. I am out there 
alone. The all or none. Powerful yet not free. 
Strong yet dissassembled. Capitalist yet traded 
for restriciton. Unknown, the fog covered 
I and scream. 
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The Choice 
Jacquie Reid 


The time is right to settle 
down 
To 
listen 
to laugh 
to be yourself 
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try 


new adventures and realize 


life is worth living 
the time is now. 
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Are We Not Free to Grow? 
Brenda Fredlaw 


They said we’ve lived, laughed, and grew together. 
They also said no one’s friendship was greater. 
But what happened to it? 


They said we were young, bright, and beautiful. 
Then they said the things we did were sinful. 
Why, what did we do? 


They said we should be more ambitious; there’s a wide horizon in front of 
us. 

But then they say the decisions we make we shouldn’t trust. 

Why, aren’t we qualified? 


Now listen to what I say, can’t we 
y, 
grow apart, but yet fonder; 
grow wiser, but yet yearn to explore and experiment; 
be decisive, but yet not too ambitious? 


In other words, are we not free to grow? 
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A Thought 
I often wonder. . . 
Is it better 
to have loved . . . and lost love, 


or 
to never have loved at all? 


Is the ecstasy 

worth the pain 

and 

does the loneliness 
outweigh the togetherness? 


Can pleasure always be 
separated from pain 

or 

are they actually one 
and the same? 


True love is only 

where real happiness 

is 

jointly sought . . . well, 
at least that has always 
been my thought. 
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People 
Alonzo W. Fuller 


People are walking actors, 

They can play their roles to the end; 
You see, they are the main factors, 
For they love to make pretend. 


They may have two or more faces, 
In which they act or try to deceive; 
Their brain patterns are a big maze, 
’Cause they don’t have to say please. 


So the next time you meet a person, 

Try to figure out what role they try to portray; 
Because I am pretty well sure 

It could be from any known play. 


Thanks to Melvin Carver and the N.C.C.U. 
Art Department for use of the darkroom. 


Thanks to Lucky for being so patient. 
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